|

THE INTELLIGENCER, ANDERSON, S. C., 'l'l'IUﬁSDJ\Y MAY 6, 1915,

fffﬂmHPS(DPPENHEUWL

SMTRICHT IS Qhis Fwoob

Novelized from the Photo Play of the Bnmn \nme

Produced by the Universal

Film Manufacturlog Company,

SYNOPSIS,

—

F Banford Quest, master criminologist of
the world, finds that in bringing to jus-
tice Macdougal, the murderer of Lord
Anhlelgh's daughter, he has but just on-
tered a life-and-death :‘onlem with & mys-
terlous master criminal. T“ ed by Pro-
fessor Ashleigh, Lord Aahl elgh's bLrother,
to recoaver the stolen skeleton of an an-
thropoid ape, hurried to Mre. Rheinholdt's
réception, where her diamonds nave been
torn from her throat by n pair of hands
without arms or body, a black box later
appears from nowhere in hils rooms and a
note containéd In it, signed by the arm-
leas hands, nrf-aaucally BUgEesls that the
Rhelnholdt diamonds ond the skeloton
may be hldden together. While Laura,
Quest's secretary, shadows Cralg. the pro-
fessor's valet, Quent and Lenorn, hils ns-
ristant, find the skeleton In & hut In the
rofessor's garden, and discover there an
nhuman creature, half monkey and half
man. Ans the professor explains, the hut
Is sel aflre and the monkey-man and
rkeleton are destroyed in the flames, In
Quest's rooms the Mhelnholdt diamonds
ruddenly reappenr, enclosed In a second
biack bhox with n note slgned by the
threatening hands,

FOURTH INSTALLMENT

AN OLD GRUDGE.

CHAPTER X.

Banford Quest was smoking his
after-breakfast cigar with & rellsh
somewhat affected by the measure of
his perplexities. Early though it was,
Lenora was already in her place, bend-
ing over her desk, and Laura, who had
Just arrived, was busy divesting her-
self of her coat and hat. Quest watched
the latter impatlently.

“Well?" he asked.

Laura came forward, stralghtening
her hair with her hands.

“No go," she answered, "I spent the
evening in the club, and I talked with
two men who knew Craig, but I
couldn’t get on to anything. From all
I could hear of the man, respectabil-
ity is his middle name."”

*That's the professor's own idea”
Quest réemarked grimly.

“We're fairly up against it, boss,”
Laura sighed. “The best thing we
can do is to get on to another job.
The Rheinholdt woman has got her
Jewels back, or wiil have at noon to-
day. I bet she won't worry ahout the
thief. Then the profeseor's-moldy old
ekeleton was returned to him, even if
it was burned upafterwards, Ishould
take on something fresh.”

“Can't be done,” Quest replied ahort-
Iy. “Look here, girls. your average
intcilects are often apt to hit upon
the truth, when a man who sces too
far ahead goos wrong. Rule Cralg
out. Any other possible person occur
to you? Speak out, Lenora. You've
gomething on your mind, I can see.”

“I'm afrald you'll laugh at me,” she

began tentatively.

“Won't hurt you if I do,"” Quest re-
plied.

“I' can't help thinking of Macdou-
gal," Lenora continued falteringly. “He
has never been recaptured. I don't
know whether he's dead or alive. He
hed a perfect passion for jewels. If
he is alive, he would be desperate and
would attempt anything."

! Quest smoked In ailﬁnue for & mo-
ment.

“I gueas the return of the jewels
sguelched the Macdougal theory,” he
remarked. “He wouldn't be likely to
part with the stuff when he'd once got
his hands on it. However, 1 always
meant, when we had a moment's spare
time, to look Into ‘hat fellow's where-
abouts. We'll take it on straight
away. Can't do any harm."

“lT know the section boss on the
rallway at the spot where no disap-
peared,” Laura announced,

“Then just take the trnl.n dowmto
Mountways—that's the nearest spot—
nd get busy with him.” th directs

~“Try and, persuade him to loan

] ';lj;‘ t]'le gang’s handcar to go down the

Lenora and 1 Wlll come on In
the automobile.” b

“Take you longer,”™ Lcnon re-
marked as ghe moved off to put on
her jacket. “The cars” do it In a
quafter of an hour.” -

“Can't help that” 'Quest ‘réplled. | Th

“Mrg. Reinholdt's coming here to iden:
tify ber jewels at twelve o'ciock, and I
cin’t run any risk of there being no
‘talia back. You'd better ba: mli‘ln;
good with the section boss. = Take
nlolb of bills with yon."

‘has been made on the rlght -hand side
hers and in New York. I've had my |

v ’.l"ht'amonom Laura |

Army will call too, You can give her
this check.”

; Ross Brown, who was Quest'e secre-
tary-valet and general factotum, ac-
cepted the slip of paper and placed It
In an envelope.

“There' are po other instructions,
8ir?” he Inquired.

“None,” Quest replied. “You'll look
out for the-wireless, and you had bet-
ter switch the through cable and tel-
egraph communication on to hegd-
quarters. Come on, Lenora.”

They left the house; entered the
walting automobile, and drove rapld-
1y towards the confines of the city.

By Quest's directions the automo-
bile was brought to a starndstill at a
polnt where it skirted the main rail-
way line, and close to the section
housa whick: he had appointed for
his rendezvous with Laura. She had
apparently seen their approach, and
she came out to meet them at once, ac-
companied by a short. thick-set man
Whom she Introduced as Mr. Horan.

“This is Mr. Horan, the section
boss,” she explained,

Mr. Horan shook hands.

“Say, I've heard of you, Mr. Quest,”
he announced. “The young lady tells
me you are some interested In that
prisoner they lost off the cars near
here.”

"That's 50, Quesat admitted. “We'd
llke to go to the epot If we could.”

“That's dead easy,” the boss re-
plied. “I'll take you along onm the
handea

The section boss turned round and
whistled. From a Iittle side track two
men jumped on to a handear, and
brought it around to where they were
standing. A few yards away the man
who was propelling it—a great, red-
headed Irishman—suddeniy ceased his
efforts. Leaning over his pole, he
gazed at Quest. A sudden ferocity
darkened his coarse face. He gripped
bis mate by the arm.

“See that bloke there?" he asked,
pointing at Quest.

“The guy with the linen collar?” the
other answered. *I see him."

“That's Quest, the detective,” the
Trishman went on hoarsely. "That's
the man who got me five years in the
pen, the beast! That's the man I've
been looking for. You're my mate,
Jim, eh?" Y

“I guess s0,” the other grunted.
“Ave you gotog to tiy and do him in7”

“Now then, you fellows,” Horan
shouted. “What are you hanging about
there for, Red Callagher?
carriage up. You fellows can have a
smoke for an hout. I'm going to take
her down the line for a bit.”

The two men obeyed and disap-
peared in the direction of the section
house. Quest looked after them curi-
ously.

“That's a blg fellow,” he remarked.
“What did you call him? Red Galla-
gher? 1 seem to have seen hll:n be-
fore,”

“He was the most troumesoma fel- |

low on the line once, aithough he was
the biggest worker,” the hoss repled.
““He got five years in the penitentiary
and that seems to have um the
apirit out of him."

“I believe T was in the uaae." Quest
observed carelessly,”

“That's so!
dies,” Mr. Horan advised, “hold un:.
and here goes!"

They, ambled down the line for
about halr_ a mile,
brought them to standstill. |

“This is the spot” he declared.

“Now, if you want my lmpmnlonl you

eye on that hill for a long time. L
lmpuufun is that he hid there." o

“Il take your advice,” Quest de-
elded, “We'll spread out and uka a
little exercise in hill elimbing.”

“Good luck to’ ybu!" the bou ax-

claimed.

with wet leaves clinging to her skirt.
“Say, mtnyo!amunnujn
told ma to_look out for oaun.

Bring the |’

‘money I want this time.

Now then, ynuu Ia- ‘

Then Horan

erately for more than half an hour, |
en Laurs suddenly called out. They |.
‘lopkéd around to find only her head’|
visible.. She scrambled up, muddy and ¢

the spot where ho had
The chauffeur, who saw

started up and climbed his eent,
Quest took his place,

“Drive to the office,” Ligordered,

The man slipped In highluteh. They
were in the asct of gligse off when
there was & tremendousfeport. They
stopped short. The marghmped down
and looked at the back jre.

“Blowout,"” he remar laconically.

]

Quest frowned.
“How long will it tak
“Four minutes,” thefman replied,
“I've got another wheellady. That's
the queereast blowoutj! ever saw,

Suddenly’ Quest's expr
His hand stole into his

“Tom,"” he explained,i*that wasn't a
blowout at all. Look Rere!"

He pointed to the sms!! level hole.
Almost at onee he stood back and the
sunshine fashed upon the revolver
clutched in'his right hanpd.

“That was a bullet,” he continued.
“Someone fired at that tire. Tom,
there’s trouble about.”

The man looked nervously around.

“Thet’s a rifle bullet, sure,” he mut-
tered,

“Get on the wheel as quick as you
can,” Quest directed. “Here, I'll give
you a hand.”

Hb stoopped down to unfasten the
straps which fastened the spare wheel,
It was one of his rare lapzes, reallzed
a moment too late. Alwost in his ears
came the hoarse cry:

“Hands up, guvnor! Hands up this
second or I'll hlow vyou to helll™

Quest glanced over his shoulder and
looked into the face of Red Gallagher,
ralsed a Iittle above the level of the
rond. A very ugly little revolver was
pointed directly at Quest's heart.

“My mate's got you covered on the
other side of the rond, too. Hands up,
both of you, or we'll make a quick job
of it.”

Quest shrugged his shoulders, threw
his revolver into thn road and cheyed.
As he did so, the other man stole out
from behind a bush and sprang for
the chauffeur, who under cover of the
car was stealing off. There was a
brief struggle, then the dull thud of
the rallway man's rifle falling on the
chauffeur's head. He rolled over and
lay in the road.

“Pitch him off amongst the bughes,”
Red Gallagher ordered. “You don't
want anyone who comes by to see.
Now lend me a hand with this chap.”

“What do you propese to do with
me?" Quest asked.

“Y¥ou'll know soon enough,” Red Gal-
lagher answered. "“A matter of five
minutes' talk, to start with. You seo
that handcar house?”

“Perfectly well,” Quest assented,
“My eyesight is quite normal”

“Get there then. I'm a yard behind
you and my revolver's pointing for
the middle of your back.”

Quest sprang lightly down from the
road, crossed the few intervening
yards and stepped inlc the handcar

‘Thouse,

Galiagher and his mate followed
close behind. Quest paused on the
threshold.

“It's a filthy dirty hole,” he re-

marked. “Can't we have our little
chat out here? Is if money yecu
want?"

Gallagher glanced around, Then
with an ugly push of the shoulder ha
sent Quest reeling into the shed, His
great form blocked up the doorway.

“No,” he cried flercely, “It's not
Quest, you
brute, you dirty bloodhound! You
sent me to the pen for five years—you
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 were ttil.l trembling, Lut the

“The Hut, Professos!
of black substance inside, closed It up,
placed it against the far wall, un-
twisted the coll, stood back near the
door and then pressed the button. The
result was extraordinary. The whole
of the far wall was blown out and for
some distance in front the ground
was furrowed up by the exnlosion.
Quest replaced the Instrument in his
pocket, eprang throuzh the opening
and ran for the tower house. Belind
bim’en its way to New York he could
gee n-frelght train ccming clong. e
could hear, too, Red Gallagher’s roar
of anger. It was less than fifty vards,
yet as soen a5 he reicled the shelier
of the tower the thunder of the freight
scunded In Quest’s corn, He plo
around., Red Gallapher and his
were racing almost slda by side to-
wards him. ile rughed up the narrow
staira Into the elzual room, tearing
open his coat to show Liin ofelal badge.

“*Stop the freight,” he shouted t5 the
operator, "Quitk, I'm Sanford Quest,

detective—speclal powers from the
chief commiszloner.”
The man moved to the signal. An.

other voice thundered in hig ears. He
turned .-mii:l_\' arcund. The Irishman’s
red Reod hod appeared at the top of
the slnlrcaze

“Drop that signal or I’ll ‘blow jou
into bits,” he shouted.

The operator hesitated, dazed.

“Walk towarda me,” Gallagher
shouted. “l.ook here, yon guy, this
will show you whether I'm In earnest
or not!"

A bullet passed within a few inches
of the operator's head. He ¢ame slows
ly across the room. Belowthey rouhl
hear the roar of the freight. -

“This ain't your job,” the Trishman
continued savagely. “We 'want the
cop, and we're going to have him."™

Quest  had staleu a yard or two
nearer during this brief collaguy. Gal-
Ingher's mite from benind shouted out
a warning just a second too late. With
a sudden kick, Quest sent the re-
volver fiying across the room and be-
fore the Irjshman could recdver he
struck him full in the face. Notwith-
standing hia huge slze and strength,

Gallagher reeled. The operator who

hail just begun to realize what was
happening flung himself bodily asainst
the two thugs. A shot from the tan.
gled mas: of struggling limbs whis-
tled past Quest's head as heo sprang

to the window which overiaoked. the |

track. The freight had already almaost
passed. Quest steadied himself for a
supreme effort, erawled out on the Iit-
tle stoel bridge and polsed himself for
a moment. The last car was just be-
neath. The gip between it and the
previous one was slipping by. Ho set
his teeth and jimped on the smooth
top.

Back Imhlnd he lower Red (Illhr
gher and his mrte bent with h i

faces over the body of the signalmian, |

“What the hell did you want to pl
him for?” the latter muttered..
ain't in the show at all. You've dltu
us, Red, he's cooked!™

Red Gallagher staggered to hu feot,
Already the horror of the murderes
was In his face as he glanced mdivo
ly around. :

“I never meant to drop h!nj, 3 he
muttered, “I got mad at mln:;_Qben
get off. That man's a devil” 1

“What are we golug to do?’ ﬂu

other demanded hoarsely. .

“There's the auto,” Gallagher lhO’llt-(
ed, "coma on, old man! 1 can’ fix |
the wheel.
this job, we'll have wmuhins ox o‘ur
O TRy Cratied 1, the aids 0 ihe

They era to the side
road. 'Gallagher's rough, hairy fingers

thelr job.| in a few miputes the
wus fixed.  Cmally but aucces
the greéat| Irlshman turped |

around away from the city. -
- gl buramer,” he mutterg

| engaged in any widespread affalr, kopt

It we've got to swing for |’

% | shriek. The fnspector turncd quiekly

The-iHut Is on Fire!"

“Imspector, I am eo oxclied at the {den
of getting iny jewe!s back. Isn't Mr.
Quegt a wonderful man?"

“He's o clover chap, all right,” the
inspector admitted. “All the same,
I'm rather scrry he wasn't able to lay
kands on the thief."”

MThut's  your point of view, of
course,” Mra, Rheinholdt remarked. 1
can think ef nothirg bul having my
diamonds back. 1 feel T ought to go
and thanlk e professor for recom-
mending Mr. Quoest.”

The inspector made no reply. Mrs.
Rthelnholdt was suddenly aware that
ghe was becoming a litle tactless,

“0f course,’ she sighed, “it 1s dis-
appointing not to be able to lay your
hands upon the thief. That I8 where
I suprose you must find the Interfer-
ence of an amateur 1ike Mr. Quest a

fittle troublegomn sometimes. e gots
back the property, which Is what the
private Individual wants, but he

deesn't gecure the thief, which s, of
course, the real end of the case from
¥our point of view."

“IU's a queer affair about {hese fow-
ela,” the inspector remarked. “Quest
haen't told me the whole story yet,
Here we are on the stroke of time!™

The car drew up outside Quest's
house. The Inspector araiéled his
companion to slight and rang the bell
at the froent door. There was a some-
what prolonged pnuse. He rang again.

“Never knew this to happen before,”
‘he remarked. *“That sort of secretary-
~valet of Mr. Quest's—Rosa Brown I
think he calls him—Iis always on the
spot.” They waited for some time.
there was still no answer to their sum-
mons. The inspector placed hls ear to
" the keyhole. There was not a sound,
;to be heard. He drew back, a little
,puzzied. At that moment his atten-

Jdittie plece o white material caught in

the door. Ile pulled ft out. It was a
fragment of white embroidery, and on
it wereo several small stains. The In-
spector looked at them and looked at
his fingers., His face grew suddenly
£rave. _

. “Seems to me,” he muttered, *“that
thers has been somo trouble here. 1
shall have to take a liberty. If you'll
~excuse me, Mrs. Rheinholdt, { think it
would be better if you waited in the
car until T send out for you.”

“You don't think the jewels have
been stolen again?" she gasped.

The inspector made no reply. He
had drawn from hls packet a lttle
pass key and was fitting it into- the
lock. The door swung open. Once
“more they were both conscious of that
peculiar silence, which seemed to have
in it some unnamable quality. He
.moved to the foot of the stalrs and
Jghouted: p

' “Hello! Anycno there?"

' There was no reply. He opened the
»doors of the two rooms on the right-
hand side, where Quest, when he was

‘& stenographer and a telegraph oper
“ator. Both rooms were empty. Then
he turned towards Quest's study on
‘the left-hand slde. French was a man
of iron nerve. No power on earth
could have kept back the cry which
‘hroke from his lips.

A few feet away from the door was
stretched the body of the secretary-
-valet. On the othér sido of the room,

“lying as though ghe had slipped from
‘tho sofa, her head fallen on one slde
.in hidoous fashion, was the body of

© Miss Quigg, the Balvation Army young
!woman. French seet his teeth end
draw back the curtains. In thd clear
er light the disorder of the room was
| fully revealed. There had been a ter
" rible struggle. Between whom? HoW?
! ‘Thera was suddenly & plercing

around. Mrs. Rhelnholdt, who had dis
regrnrded his advice, was ntmdin; on
the threshold.

“Inspector!” she cried. “V'iat has
bappened? Oh, my God!" ™
" Bhe  covered her face with het

hanGgs. French gripped her' by the
arm. At that moment there was the
sound of an automobile utappin; out:
glde.

“Keep quiet for & moment,” the in-
spector whispered in her car. “Pull|e
yourself together, madam. Go to the
other end of the room. Don't look
‘Stay thers for & few moments lmd
then get home as quick as you can.'
She ‘ebeyed him mutely, pmu‘lna
her hands to her eyes, shivering (n
“@évery limb;. Freneh, stood back inside
'g‘h room.. He heard the front duot

©ped, he heard Quest's volee outside |
{5 #Whero

mdcdlmmnaur'

;tlon was caught by the fluttering of a|

stlll before he had passed the threth-
oild. He looked ugon the floor and he
looked ncross tc the sofn, 'Then he
looked at French.

“My God!" he myr.tered. .

The professor pushed past. Ie haa
looked aronnd the room, and gazed at
the two bodies with an cxpression of

blank and absolute terror. Then he
fell back into Cralg’s arms,

“The poor girl!” he eried. *Horr-
ble! llorrible! Horrible!"

“Know anvihing obout this?' Quest

neked quickly.

“Not & thing,” the inspector replled.

“Wo arrived, Mrs, Rhelnholdt and I,
ot five minutes past twelve, There
was no answer to our ring, I used
my pass key and cnlered. This Is
what I found.”

Quest stood over thoe body of bis

valel for @ moment. The man was ob-
viously dead. ‘The inspector tonic his
handkerchief and covered up the head,
A lew feet away was £ heavy papers
welight.

“Killed by a blow from behing,"”
Freach remarked grimly, “with that
little affair. Look here!™

They glanced down at the girl

Quest’s eyebrows came together qgulck-
Iy, There were two blue marks upon
her throat where a man's thumbs
might havo been, J

“The hands again,” he muttered.

The Inapector nodded.

“Can youu make anything of 112"

“Not yet,"” Quest eoufeszed. 1 must
think."”

The inspector glanced at him curi-
cusly.

“Where on carth have you been to?"
he demanded.

"leen to?' Quest repoated,

“Look In the mirrer!” French sug-
gested.

Quest glanced at hiuwsell. His col-
lar had given way, his tlo was torn, a
button and some of the eloth had been
wrenched from his coat, his trcusers
ware torn and he was covercd with
dust.

“I'll tell ¥you about my trouble a Mt.
tlo leter on," he replied. “Say, can't
wo keep those girls out?"

They were too late. Laura and Len-
ora were already upon the threshold.
Quest swung round toward them.

“Girls," he said, “there has heen
some trouble here. Go and walt up-
ctairs, Lenora, or sll in the bhall

He 8ct His Teeth and Jumped,

Laura, you had belter telephone to

the police statlon and for a doctor

That's right, fan't it, inspector?”
“Yes!" the lattor assented thought-

fuily. v .

Lenora, white to tha ilps, staggered

a few feet back Into the hall, .Laura
sot her tacth and lingercd,

“Is that Rosa?" she asikeq,

“It's hig body,” Quest replled. “He's

been murdered here, he and the Salva-
tion Army girl who was to come thls
morning for her check.”

Laura turned away half dazed.

“I'd kave trusted Ross with my life,”
Quest continued, “but hoé must have
been alone in the house wiien the girl
came. Do you suppose it was the
usual sort of trouble?”

Inspector French stooped down :nd
picked up the paper-weight. Across it
was stamped the name of Sanford
Quest.

“This yours, Queut?"

Ot course it Is," Quest answered
“HEverything In the room is mine”

“The girl would fight to dafend her-
self,” the Inspector remarked slowly,
“but she could never strike a man such
a blow as your valet died from.”

French stooped and picked up a
small clock. It had stopped at eleven-
fitteen. He looked at it thoughttully.

“Quest,” he went on, “I'll have to
ask you a question.,”

“Why not?” Quest npllod looking
quickiy up.

“Where were you at olnv&mﬂ&e«n""

“On tower No. 10 of the New York
‘Centra), scrapping for my life,” Quost,
answered grlmly. *“I've reason to re-
member {L” ' 3

Bomething in lﬁa inspector's steady

gaze seemed to fnspire the eriminolo-|

Blst wilhi w now ides. He camv a step
'l;narﬂ. a lm.h rtawn nm llu tuu-
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